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nerve they breast the hill together. There is no
circling round or doubling back* On, on they
must go; and woe betide those who find them-
selves brought to a standstill by a wall of rock or
a chaotic group of gigantic boulders or a tangled
inaase of thorny creepers and brambles* Sometimes
the track they are following turns downwards
and leads them round in tine direction of the fire.
Destruction is then close at hand. They cannot
see the devourer* but they can hear its roar; and
the sky is blackened by volumes of murky smoke
that turns the sun red and darkens the forest If
it is night the flames redden the heavens and star
them with angry sparks.
Then when the fleetest and strongest of foot of
that terrified crowd have reached the desired ridge,
looking for safety on the other side, they may be
met with a second red line that is creeping up the
hill to join hands with the fire behind them. No
chance to gain the banks of the river at the bottom
of the valley; there is no way of escape. The
flames leap upon them, scorching, blistering, and
slaying, offering up to Agni, the Hindu god of
fire, a holocaust of " forest folk/*
Seen from the plains the forest fire is a long
thin red line, ever working its way upwards along